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In the weedy streets 

of rottening teeth and shattered bones 
the survivors of urban psychosis 
chanting with muted tongues 

bury the dead in concrete graves 

while dissonant dreams 

live half-lives, squared. 


On the corner, an old peasant woman 
in a wheelchair rants 

to the shadows in the wind: 

shit BAETieW 4 1 SHEN 

last night, Pablito came to me 

in a dream and told me, 

-ON£4 $S5+£00;¢1$ @ communist." 


Outside the womb of the city 

the-Cate-485 2¢#t by rose-cup candles; 

on the back wall is painted 

a black bull with blood dripping 
from his horns 

blood dripping from his wounds; 

on the left wail, a dark bearded figure 

his fingerless hands raised overhead 

reaching for a pin light of dawn; 

the right wall is painted biack 

like the throat of a scream. 


Poems beat like bongos 

congas beat like poems 

congas and bongos beat the night 
the aight, itnaubeats itsart; 


One old man cuts himself open 
with the wolf of his blade 

and takes out a tumor 

growing inside him since birth; 
he bleeds to death with a smile. 


FGETS” CAFE Leon's) 


One frail young woman 
her cheeks flushed with winter blossoms 
moistens her lips with the tongue 
of poetry 
clutches her swollen belly 
goes into the pains of labor 
and gives birth to twins: 
one sii !l-born, 
one barely breathes. 


Poems beat like bongos 

congas beat like poems 

congas and bongos beat the night 
the Alont, +t beste Tteelt., 


Sons dance with mothers 

daughters with fathers 

and men whirl their ladies 

into the golden threads of shawls; 

children dance with baby brothers 
and sisters 

and we raise our cups to toast 

the City within “the, spirit 
of Gur“souls 

even when our cup is empty. 
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The Twelve Steps of X.X. 


10. 


ies 


1 


We admitted we were powerless over history —that our 
lives had become wrapped up in survival routines. 

Came to believe that no Power greater than revolution could 
restore uS tO paradise. 

Made a decision to turn our will and our lives over to no 


Care of cops, @sS we understood nothing is true, everything is permitted 
Made a searching and fearless radical critique Of,our domesticatio 


Admitted our innocencetO Ourselves, and to another human 
mocked the exact nature of our conditioning. 

Were entirely ready to have riots remove all these origins 
of character. 

Humbly demanded they remOve the value of money. 

Made a list of all persons we had outragea and became 
Willing to violently resist them all. 

Made direct attacks upon such people wherever possible, 
except when to do so would injure our return from nowhere. 
Continued to take our pleasure straight and when we were 
bored promptly admitted it. | 
sought through -piay and meditation to improve our 
conscious contact with chaos as we understood it, organizing 
only for knowledge of our healing and the power to 
carry that out. 

Having had a social awakening as the result of these 
steps, we tried torealizethis messageas dream come trueand to 


practice these principles in all our affairs. 


PO Box 11492, Eugene, OR 97440 
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It’s unbelievable how 
some people squander 
vandalism. BeEew|: E ae 


They saw down signs. Hatchet 
trees, Even hack apart picnic 
tables. 

While progress is causing entire 
forests to disappear altogether. 

What will it take to civilize our 
vandals? 

Organization. 

A commitment to transform 
trees into commodities. 

And a commitment to our 
young people to help them ap- 
preciate wilderness as we see it. A 
resource to be exploited. An 
enemy to be eradicated. 

At the Forest Service, we believe 
that wildness can be rooted out. 
When people wark enough. 
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Forest Service. 
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Behind the wall, in the middle of nowhere, the decapitated 
dead were resting up before giving themselves over to being loaded 
into the rear of the camouflaged army truck. Two officers stood only 
steps away, pointing at some of the heads strewn on the ground, and 
laughing as if each of the heads was a knee-slapping joke. One of the 
officers kicked two heads together and arranged them with his boot 
Stump to stump. He noticed a young private from the motor pool 
staring at his Janus-like construction. He crossed to the soldier 


and barked him to attention. 


"What," shouted the officer, "do you see?" 

"Nothing, sir," the private replied. 

The officer smiled, Stepped closer, then placed his small, 
delicate hands on the broad shoulders of his tall subordinate. 

"And what," asked the officer softly, "do you feel?" 

The young private stiffened, and Said, "Nothing, sir. Nothing." 

"Carry on, then." 

"Yes,: sir...” 

"And shave before inspection tomorrow morning." 

"ses, gir." | 

The officer turned on his heel and Strode back to his waiting 
companion, who had skewered all the heads On two long spits, and 
arranged them to form a cross on the ground. The returning officer 
paused before the cross, genuflected solemnly, then made the Sign of 
the cross with a flourish. The officers looked at each other. 

They broke into laughter. . 

The young private turned away and walked to the motor pool, 
where he produced an enormous writing pad from an equally enormous 
leather satchel. He noted: 

“Idle on truck. Adjustment. Too fast." 
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Bruce Isaacson 


Single In My 30s 


Some days I cannot sit alone 
at my desk, writing 
Is too difficult. 


I wander off, to wipe the table top 
or fold the laundry 
that lies around my room like oatmeal. 


Anything to get some relief 
from the monologue 
of my life talking itself over 


and over, like reruns of Bonanza. 


My father had three sons: 
Little Joe is a policeman in Walnut Creek 
Hoss sells real estate in Malibu. 


I am Adam, the eldest, dressed in black-- 
a poet in my teenage 30s | 
Stuck in the backseat of a Chrysler 


my mind frozen on a family vacation 
like some B movie terror that is 
too hideous for the townspeople 


to discuss. This is our Ponderosa. 


Three single men in their 30s 
a coincedence 
which the viewers seemed willing to overlook. 


Not me. I phone a lover to discuss it 
but when I ask How are you? 
a long silence takes the line. 


She is single. And depressed. 
Over something she doesn’t know what 
but she starts describing how her father died 


how he turned crazy at the end, screaming 
about how his children 
would never be able to clean out his house. 


I find myself agreeing with him. 


With parents, with children, or with lovers 
the failures between us-- 
these are the places we know each other best. 


Are comfortable even. Without them I find 
I don’t know how to be myself anymore. 
And then, too often, I can’t help it. 


The mirror climbs off the wall 
and follows me around the apartment, nagging 
in an annoying nasal tone. Being alone is 


just a situation, a phase, a rationalization, 
like some Ph.D at a big university 
Sets a grant for a thesis about 


people in their 30s wanting true love. Not me. 


To me, breeding is more like a game of tag 
and today, I’m It. 
Chasing the void around the couch 


catching it, in a bar 


at the end of Adler Alley 
at the end of the Beat Era 
at the end of a coutry’s pride in itself 


an age of self-destruction begins. 
Here, the end of my bloodline lives 
like a tapeworm. I feed it. With drugs, liquor, 


love affairs with barely any people in them 
as if love was the shading in a black & white 


movie, as if 
happiness were something you could look for. 


Outside Eli’s 


They’ve broken into my car 

I’m standing around the corner 
from Eli’s Mile High Club 

Night of the blues spangled glass 
Claudia’s left for Hawaii 

(with a good man at last) 

who I first sav’ i: selegraph Avenue 
in 1966 : 

looking like Sheena of the Jungle 
who I last made love to on my 37th 
birthday = when I was exactly 

half my father’s age 

Like the blues 

like Eli’s 

Claudia unites the black and the white 
in sweetness 

and pain 

i her son Orlando’s golden afro 
Long flowering stem 

of my seedtime 

The sixties are gone 

Somewhere 

far away 

the lion lies down with the lamb 
They're fucking 

Everything gleams 

There’s a spangled hole 

where my right rear window 

used to be 


Lorivela, 23 anni dopo, 
Eratat Eaten 


“Ta Cia 
collaboro 


con il Kgb 
contro 
i dissidenti’’ 


MOSCA - La Cia rivelé nel 
1966 al Kgb gli pseudonimidei 
poeti Yuli Daniel, Andrei Si- 
niavskie di altri dissidenti so- 


_vietici con l’intenzione di 
_creare un “caso” che disto- 


{ 


' 


gliesse l’attenzione interna- 
zionale dai bombardamenti 
nel Vietnam: lo afferma il poe- 
ta sovietico Evgheni Evtu- 
shenko affermando che que- 
sta rivelazione gli venne fatta 
dal senatore americano Ro- 
bert Kennedy. 

Inywn poser pubblicato nel- 
l’ultimo numero del settimana- 
le “Ogoniok” il poeta sovietico 
racconta come il senatore as- 
sassinato nel 1968, gli parlé del- 
la collaborazione della Cia con 
il Kgb: i servizi segreti america- 


| nifeceroconoscere ai sovietici 


| 


_non solo gli pseudonimi usati 


dai due poeti per pubblicare le 
loro opere in Occidente, ma an- 
che quelli di Vladimir Buko- 
vski e di Aleksandr Ginzburg. 

«Ho parlato a lungo con Ro- 
bert Kennedy. Durante i collo- 
qui che sono durati molte ore 
miha portato al bagnoe, apren- 
do la doccia per rendere inope- 
ranti eventuali congegni di a- 
scolto, mi ha detto che gli pseu- 
donimi di Daniel e Siniavski e- 
rano stati resi noti al Kgb dagli 
agenti dei servizi segreti ameri- 
cani», scrive Evtushenko. 
«All’inizio non comprendevo 
perché, ma Robert Kennedy 
sorridendoironicamente disse 
che era stato fatto per un certo 
vantaggio propagandistico». 

Il senatore americano, se- 
condo quanto scrive Evtushen- 
ko, spiego che le repressioni 
contro i dissidenti sovietici do- 
vevano servire ad allentare la 
— internazionale sugli 

sa per i bombardamenti nel 
Vietnam. 


From ‘La Repubblica' , March >, <29 69 
(An Italian daily) 


Eugheni Evtushenko reveals it, 
23 years later 


"THE C.I.A. DID COLLABORATE WITH THE 
K.G.B. AGAINST THE DISSIDENTS." 


MUSCOW:-~ The ©.1.8.: did reveal. in 1966 

to the K.G.B. the pseudonyms of the poets 
Yuli Daniel, Andrei Siniavski and many other 
SOviet dissidents with the purpose to create 

a "case" that would divert the international 
attention from the bombing in Vietnam: this 

is confirmed by the soviet poet Eugheni 
Evtushenko saying the revelation was made by 
the american senator Robert Kennedy. 

In an article published in the last issue of 
the weekly magazine "Ogoniok", the soviet 

poet tells how the senator (assasinated in 
1968), told him of the collaboration between 
the C.I.A. and the K.G.B.: the american secret 
serviceslet to know to the soviets not only 
the pseudonyms used by the two poets for pub- 
lish their works in the West, but+«also those 
Of Vladimir Bukovski and Aleksader Ginzburg. 
"I spoke for a long time with Robert Kennedy. 
During the conversations that required many 
hours he took me to the bathroom and, while 
turning on the shower to neutralize possible 
listening devices, he told me that the pseu- 
donyms of Daniel and Siniavski were given to 
the K.G.B. from the american secret services", 
writes Evtushenko. aoe, 
_2n the first moment. I..did- not: understand way, 
but Robert Kennedy smiling ironically said it 
was made for a certain propaganda advantage". 
The american senator, according to 
Evtushenko, explained that their repression 
against the soviet dissidents would be useful 
to loosen the international pressure on the 
U.S.A. for the bombing in Vietnam. 


Translated by L. Leonardo (w ) 5/9/89 


Patricia Kelly 
4137 75th Street 
Elmhurst, NY 11373 


Give yourself to a grand sculpting: 
my darkling seashore 

threatening briefly 

to keep your hands‘ hot shape. 


Feed at the great breast of my body: 
this surging queendom 

whose cold surface lights 

now barely survive 


in the blue of my eyes. 


Be covered and cradled, 
shipwrecked and born again, 
to land and lie resting 

in the salty shadows 

of my slowly shifting dunes. 


Then close your quieting eyes. 


And feel my waves 
breaking their habit of cold 
against the sky. 


Winner, 1985 Seminiot Writers Geld oman of Fromize 
Erotica toxttt 
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The Butcher 
Sawdust followed the butcher out onto the sidewalk,leaping at his heels with every step. 
His body sagged with the weight of the four garbage bags he carried and his stained apron 
resembled a giant red ink blot hanging from his neck. 

“How are you Philip?" As he spoke the bristles of his gray mustache moved like a 
miniature broom. 

"Fine," the young trash collector replied as he swung open the cab door of his truck. 

"Let me give you a hand with that Carmine." 

“Never mind these,there's three more inside." 

"That many?" 

"Holiday season and all,buisness is up,that means more garbage," Carmine said as he 
hoisted two of the bags into the back of the truck. 

“Ah,before you get them Philip,will you start this thing up please?" 

"Sure." And the driver hopped back up to the cab door,leaned in through the window, 
and started the mechanism that ate garbage."I'll go and get the others," he said jumping 
down off the truck. Carmine didn't hear him;the truck growled quite loudly.He threw the 
third bag in. The machine accepted it gladly,chomping,chewing,and finally swallowing. 
When Carmine threw the last bag in,the mouth began to overload and the revolving blades 
chewed but didn't swallow. With every completed revolution some of the debris trickled 
onto the street. 

"Oh come on now,let's not be fussy," Carmine said,as if the thing were a baby purposely 
dribbling.He hoisted the last bag,placed it on the edge,and forced it in with his foot. 

Philip sagged with the weight of the three bags of garbage he carried.Sawdust foltowea 
him out onto the sidewalk,leaping at his heels with every step. Outside,Philip noticed 
the butcher's straw hat lying on the priond along with some of the cartilage and bone 
the the truck hadn't digested. As he neared the truck,he saw the bloody apron coming 
around on another revolution. 


James Kowalczyk 
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Good Morning Mr. Orwell -- Remember That? 


When they build new suburbs the roads are in place before they put up any 
buildings. The buildings go up before there is anyone to live in them. Then they are 
the only places to live. This is a projection of something fundamental in Psychology. | 
want to give the word ‘Projection’ some importance here. 

Now I'm not saying the mind is a suburb .... wel! yes] am. I'm also saying the 
individual psyche is shaped by society, but the reverse is also true. It isa mutual 
infection that propagates itself -- a social contract out of control maybe but whose fault 
is that? 

Or am | saying there is an animal that is not us. We are because we are Egos, but the 
architecture of Identity constantly needs Shoring up. Advertizing is breeding our 
species for more perfect traits and this is the true New Eugenics. 

We breed and we breed. We may be born into it but we live with it. We learn to want 
it but we want it just the same. Ifa Lifestyle is a lie one tells oneself and friends is the 
Political also a disguise for the Status Quo? When the New World comes will we lose our 
identities as ‘Outsiders?’ 

I'm not going to talk about the grant money that might stop rolling in which is 
Supported by taxation which is supported by consumption which is supported by 
Oppression as in ‘0’. The following isa ‘Story of 0' because there's something 
pornographic about it. 

I remember New Years Eve, 1984. I don't know why but I was visiting New York. The 
people that I knew were having a party which consisted of nothin g to drink, cold 
lasagna and watching Times Square on television. The guy who was host didn't want | 
anyone to eat his food, he kept pushing it out of our reach. He was proudly showing 
everybody his Minature Pocket TV instead. 

During that year, there had been a lot of talk about Orwell's exagerated vision of our 
time -- how his totalitarian state had never come to be. Now while these people were 
talking about something else, I was watching an event on television that was ‘really 
happening’ a few blocks away. I heard something go Bang! and then I heard a shout, 
then I heard it again on the set. I received this message of Fun twice. 

The next morning there was one of those transworld art broadcasts, live from ten 
international cities with all kinds of post-modern Artist types like Laurie Anderson, etc. 
all making statements. 


Orwell was right, he just had the face wrong. The TV sets are all there, he had that 
right, but instead of the face of Big Brother, we have Our Own Face, the Self, 
commodified and broadcast into every room in the world. It sucks the ‘real’ right out of 
every move we make, reducing people to imitators of some new Platonic Ideality. 
Alcohol and drug abuse may be on the rise for this reason. 

Here's the trick, and it's our genius ....see, Big Brother is not "Him" or “Them” it's "Us" 
-- our processed image of ourselves. All the slick photography in all the magazines, the 
television set, the stereo components that are the tombstones in our eyes. Someone said 
the world of images is here at last, and its here in a bold new way. This is true. It's hard 
to keep up with all the trends. 

I have a friend who thinks he gets away from all this by not owning a television, or 
listening to a radio or going to movies or looking ct magazines. But he's wrong, you 
don't need to own it, it is already the decor. ' 

This brings us to the Chicken and Egg Question of Politics in Art, where we often find 
a division between the so-called Political Practitioners and all Others. Yes some people 
think this division means something flattering to themselves. Yes, and in France, and 
now in America too we wear the labels sewn on the outside of our clothes. We flatter 
ourselves with Ownership (even of Ideas) in this Image Age. I'm talking about Art 
Affiliation (politics) as subscription (consumerism ) 

I am defining the ‘Political’ (as they might define themselves) as those who directly 
refer to ‘Political Causes’ with the purpose of drawing attention to intolerable | 
situations, or to their concern with these situations. They are right in that these causes 
need our attention. They do not need Separatist Arrogance or Self-Righteous Dogma 
about what the proper subject of Art is. 

Of course, this attitude I'm describing is no less prevalent among the ‘Non-Political,’ it 
is only less hypocriti-a! because they are also (generally, often) non-populist: © 

Self-righteousness i. 2 Major Cause of social problems. Morality is always a form of 
oppression when it judges. Gc-:dness also oppresses when the greed behind gratuity is i! 
not questioned. You might call it awareness when it's really nothing more than vanity. 
And finger pointing is not morality. 

We breed and we breed, we stone the straw dogs and scapegoats, all the Frteriorized 
Sources of Injustice and Hatred ....the Evil Ones. Some say we still do live in mideaval 
times and that it won't be known for a thousand years ....if there's anyone around to 
know it. 


In the post-modern world, gestures are Important, they are taken for reality, in fact, 
there may be Nothing but gestures anymore. I am saying we have long wanted this 
Screen to replace Reality because it is easier to attain, more visible and brings more 
attention to the Self -- to become part of the spectacle of which politics is a function 
equal to advertising. Self-Advertising means to become one's own icon and idol -- isn't 
that everyone's goal after all, and everyone's Death. 

Many people these days are only too willing to Live the Lie -- to produce the gesture, 
to subscribe to the ‘Politic’, to be willing to accept the praise of those who do the same. 
On this level politics in art serves no other purpose than sentiment -- it isa gesture © 
toward an idea that it is presupposed the reader should appreciate. 

You can say the buzz words -- “Apartheid, Rape, Racism, Terrorism” but what we're 
really asking for are reasons, solutions, and if you say ‘This is a product of our : 
capitalist economic system that oppresses for Profit,” then we ask why does this exist. 
and then maybe you say something like "Euro-centrism, Materialism, Catholicism” or | 
something like that, but what are these ‘isms’ and why are they, and if you keep up the 
investigation you end up with things like “Fear, Passion, Hate, Greed,” or ...in one word, 
you end up at the ‘Self.’ Pretty scary isn't it? 

This is why I contend that ‘The Politica!’ is usually the least political of all and rank it 
with "The Sentimental.’ Its practitioners have bought the language of ‘Gesture as 
Meaning’, the Life of the Mask -- they are The Television News and they are also the 
Angels of Emptiness. 

And we are Victims of our Society, but there is more, there is the Personal Tragedy of 
Reaction -- the How and Why of individual action or non-action. What we think and do 
has a manic geneology, often predictable, often bizarre. The psycho-sexual energies of 
Ego, the desire for revenge (against family, culture, against all the in justices 
perpetr2tcd on the young Self) this infra-structure is in place long before one arrives 
at social cousciouness. ete | 

Any political spuxesperson who has not come to terms with their true motivations, no 
matter what their ‘message’ or ‘action’ is really only strengthening the structure of 
Gratification and Consumption which is the motor of our Culture. 

You have to ask yourself -- Do your political systems require a faith in the Innate 
Nobility of Human Nature. Do you even have faith in yourself to ask yourself? 

A lot of people tend to think pretty highly of themselves, tend to think they are the 
ones who should define things. For them the problem is the nebulous ‘THEY.” For some 
the problem is 'WE'.'US' or ‘ME’. The web of Self expanding to instruct the larger 


group, its faults finding their way into the social structure, which in turn is made up of 
Individuals just like us and ....not like us. 

These things can be political: pornography, romance. religion, architecture, nature, 
obsession, non-sense, things, the arrangement of objects on a kitchen table, any sort of 
sequence at all -- it's the interpretation, the act of going somewhere or standing still. 

Hysteria and anxiety can be political. A style can be political, clothes, fashion. On 
second thought, replace the words ‘can be’ with ‘are’ above. Some of the most esoteric 
movements have their political facets; language poetry has a Marxist background, 
Writing Degree Zero is a political move, but so is Vernacular. Surrealism was very 
political. Abstract Expressionism and Dada. Yet some ‘political’ people would deny the 
politics of these styles. 

Aesthetics has always been a political battlefield because values are, econo.nics is, ali 
is Class-bound. No class sees more or is less deluded. Psychology and sociology 
intertwine. We are presented with things and we are looking for things and hopefully 
they will not be the same things. Observation takes place on all levels. What, how and 
why we observe is a statement in itself. 

I'm not trying to make the case Everything is Political Art.’ I'm saying the 
examination of this Wierd Human Condition does not begin and end with blanket 
statements about Big Questions. Nothing is simple. We are not only being sold to we are 
selling, we are asked to buy and we are buying, we are not only being asked to behave 
we are behaving. Yes, we are thinking whether we want to or not, and there is more 
than a little responsibility to that. 

Help yourself: a bottle of beer, a spoon full of dope, a career or non-career, the 
proverbial good book, turn on your stereo or write a poem about it and there you are 
Square in the middle. Me? Why dol doit? Why do! accept or regret it? Why don't | 
kill myself or you? I can rationalize this or ’ =": refuse: to buy, to behave, to think or 
to write. But refusal is behavior, we are being swallowed just the same. We cannot not 
do anything, not really. Not that there's really nothing we can do either. 

Stop the commodification of violence which breeds violence and you stop free speech, 
which is the expression of the Individual which is the important locus of our society. If 
someone tries to stop it, morality stops them. 

Then maybe you say -- what about Violence in the form of Terrorism in the Personal 
Realm. Good idea. But maybe you're already involved in that and you don't knovw it. It's 
like gossip, it's not an attack, it's a defense. Things get twisted and no longer mean what 
they seem to. It's no good if it's a spectacle you make of yourself because you're afraid. 


The only real politics today is the subversion of the process of this spectacle, and the 
only real subversives are working in precisely that psycho-social world where passion 
is also reason and the body is a form of thought and there is no nobility anymore. 
They re talking about behavior asa relativistic phenomenon, and morality, basically as 
a lie which controls us in a world where we must change to survive but change with 
the fever and speed of electricity. 

There are many Political Persona in McLuhans pacified Global Village and many of 
these people are really just dupes. The fact that this is being sold at all is the scary 
thing because the presentation of the Political today is actually its opposite, its 
diffusion. Yes, The Revolution Is Televised -- it keeps people passive, it lets us know 
Everything Is As It Should Be -- that someone cares and that there's something to care. 
about. We can say -- We Believe. 7 

But look into our eyes sometime. and see the emptiness. There is something 
frightening about a Politics like this. 

Yes, good old Big Brother is back and frankly, I'm not that happy about it. 


NNN eee 


? 
Z 


rrerre Cesare i trea er eee 


. 


ON RHO E AERO EER EP EERE EES Hhuy 


erIereriiritrtr trial) iit hy Seer earn 


oo 19 conto t et 
George oft. 


y're cl 


wa Sen ht RL Rel tek 


It's discernable. Everything is unraveling. The 
expulsions are involuntary and the expeditions are 
marked for extinction. The dialect and the accent 
don't give a fuck about the drawl. And in the 
blasphemy of the defamation, my larceny is plundering 
the booty which is manufactured to be auctioned and 
bartered. My inventory is a cheap commodity. How do 
you vulgarize a galvanized baptismal ritual? The 
indoctrination I induct to the obscenity of my obese 
gluttony is swallowing the swill that I picked from a 
mountainous pile of bilge. I entreat you, don't dish 
Out a rash gust of acrimony. Incorrigable is my mis- 
understood incongruity. Anamolously estranged is the 
edification of my froward and wanton deviants, rascals 
and bandits. What you abominate, I resent. What you 
detest, 1 enervate. Your profliaacy is the animosity 
that irks the kinks out of my instability and Capsizing 
balance. Subterraniously dutious, I sink to the nadir 
of your sediment in the hemisphere that supplants the 
Stratosphere of the atmospheric hostility my referendum 
weeps Over. A leak in my Sockets spits out my retinas. 
I'm a focusing missionary. Hasten the remunerations 
and my brusque intimidations will hurl the dynamite that 
my diffusion has in stock in a loaded store. Where is the 
emancipation of my adored bias? It deserted practice 
and is reconnoitering for a resonant tonality by which 
to sanitize my larynx. 


3/16/89 
Orion Feig 


through the tall arched windows 

beyond the fire-escape 

and to the left of the wall] 

magnolia buds are still wrapped tightly 
it is April and the sun not quite right 


just beyond the iron fence 

above the mosaic walk 

tilted 

dizzying 

the fire-escape criss-crossy with the breeze 
the white bark of birch 

the deep bark of a dog 


branches cross the courtyard 
heavy like my mood 

before magnolias 

before you said 

it's either bridget bardot or me 
you won't settle for less 


4/3/89 
St. Mark's Church 
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THE CLOWN's LAST CALL 


that sun is at its noon-day pitch and here ahm 
walkin on the road of rocks, remembering what it was 
he'd  @6i1¢;., «% 

"only the happy fucker can afford to play with death, 
people will tell you ya gotta die —-don't 

believe it, 

people are always unreliable." 

the happy fucker, yeah, that's me --that's 

what i said 

then set sail with eyes for the beast. 


and it's a good feeling that comes from watching 

your heroes survive --people tell you to let your 
heroes die. 

(people are always unreliable) 

when the great ones rot and drop from the vine 

we lesser ones celebrate our preference for myth 

--cast a furtive glance backward and whisper the 

coast is clear the coast is 

G@Le¢ar. i 


but there's no time for that now --must keep walking 
these few remaining miles. and each moment is a 
precious ticking (what?) heartbeat. 

time ran out wanders lost in the rain, 

anc yes, i can see those buzzards flying above now 
oe e-circling north and south and mine 

the only shadow on the road. 

they wait and somewhere the gargoyles laugh 

as 1 weaken and stumble to the ground. 

won't be long 

won't be long now. 


the simplicity of my struggle seldom allows i wonder 
--SO i sit, on a quilt of hay and dog-weed, somewhere 
in the shade shade, and hear the locust weave a canopy 
of sound suspended over these fields. 

you may see a man dgeeaming but MY only intention is 

to keep those birds at bay, buy a little more time. 


and out of this stillness shuffle all the traals 
and tribulations of the past, distilled now and see 
me grin. 


| 


a murder of crows circles down, the storm is a-rollin 
Gown on me --yeah, won't be long, won't be long now. 
and still i can hear what he said that day 

.ee'only the happy fucker can afford to play with 
death.,'! 

ang now os. i. 81%, Can" Tun no mo, 

my wealth of melancholy makes itself know to me. 


not every gambler wins. 


i've seen a string of clowns shuffle from this mortal 
coil. their legacy haunts the land lurking there 
“like a thousand miles of-twisted steel." 


maybe it 1S better to believe thatlife does not die 
with the body...a final one-liner before thehammer 
descends...."closing time, 

gentlemen." 
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Fick up your pen 
Put down your book 
Perk up your brow 
And take a look 


I am a deco 

I ama cat 

Used to be tnir ana 
Now I'm fat 

Used to be fast 

Now I take lona 
Used to be weak but 
now l°m Bt rens 


It's a Hypothesis! 
It's a Hypvothesis! 
It's a Hypothesis! 
It's a Hypothesis! 


Synchronize your eneroy... 


There was this doo 

Now 2¢:'¢ a cat 

There was this bump 

but now it’s fiet 

I try to make some sense 
but it’s: too hare 

to £1% &@ LiGhAt Bales 

with just broken shards 


Tried to become what I am not 

I tried to lose all thet I've aot 
I tried to learn Improbabilities 
I tried to sanctify stupidity 


Did the wind sing with me? 
Did the light shine on me? 
Did the wind sing with me? 
Did the light shine on me 


Synchronize your eneray.... 
Synchronize your eneragies.... 
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Hypothesis! 
Hypothesis! 
Hypothesis! 
Hypothesis! 
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T'll be an ideal that is rich $$$$$$ 
T'll be a Salem stake-burned Witch 
I'll be an unhealed Knife wound stitch 


Wy ay 


i’ 21 $e @ Bid Black wooly bitch 


a 21° 8a YOur Tight 

ever thougn you are wronc 
I'll] be a wimo 

ever thnouch I am strono 


You were the hammer that cracked 
off my neacd 

i was the fly trapped in your 
epliaer's wer 


I could be hel] to have. aranug 
I could be painful desfenind: sot 
IT could be helpful with my keen 


ne 
insicht 


Instead you choese me to be blinding lioht 


I end this Romance 
Unforaetabie 

To let you chase the 
Hypothetical 


So 

Will the Wind Sina with me? 
Wili the Lioht Shine on me? 
Do the Winc Sonas aaree? 
Willi the Lioht Shine on me? 
(It's a Hypothesis! ) 

Do the Wind Sonas aacree? 
(It's a Hypothesis! ) 

Will the Liaght Shine on me? 
(It's. a Hypothesis!) 

vo the Wind Sonas acree? 
(It's a Hypothesis!) 

Will the -iaht Shine on me? 
Will the Light Shine on me? 
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* For Steve Ashkinazy 


and Joyce Hunter 


Blood and Stitches! 
mean Love and Kisses 
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'M JUST A YELLOW GIRL 
LOSING WITH THE DRIZZLE IN CENTRAL PARK 
MY PIGMENTATION 
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1 HEAR BLASTS OF TRUMPETS 
ANDI HEAR THE CRUNCH OF MEN 
RUMMAGING THROUGH THE BRANCHES 


MIY) JUST A YELLOW GIRL 
LOSING WITH THE DRIZZLE IN CENTRAL PARK 
YY PIGMENTATION 
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CUTTING OUT PAPER DOLLS 

I Lot ais 2} bike Sak ed, Cl et ew 

AND YOU ARE LEFT REMEMBERING 

THE SHAPE OF ELVIS PRESLEY Ss TMOUTH 
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HER HOUSE 

CANARY BATTLE FIELD 

MY HOUSE SHE ANSWERED, IS THE STUCCO ONE AT THE CORNER 

BUT SHE HAS NO HOUSE, NO BALLROOM GOWN, NO DESK, SHE IS LYING 
AND THEN SHE CHUCKLED SOMETHING AND HE DREW HER TOWARD HIM 


THE NEXT DAY THE SHADOWS DISSAPPEARED 
EVERYTHING WAS PERFECT 

THEY RUBBED OIL INTO THEIR SKIN 

AT THE BEACH 


KIDS FLOATED FOR HOURS IN INNERTUBES WHICH BOBBED IN THE WAVES 
HER HEART HAD BEEN BROKEN THREE TIMES 


vxx® Ele LID 
OKOX fea] ) SIS 
oxox Eel PIES 


LIKED TRANSISTOR RADIO, SHE LIKED LIPSTICKS, OCEANS, 
SHE LIKED HIM 


richard r armijo 


Friday, March 24, 1989 


tery. It just keeps flowing.” 
Manta, who lives in Flush- 
ing, Queens, Started driving a 
cab in 1967, It was a second 
sagt to make ends meet. 


Raily a Stat oer 


A ride with cabby Tony 
Manta is not measured in 
miles, [lis mea sured int po- 

AITIS. . 
(oing across town! That is 
8 one-poem trip. To the air 
port? Expect a six-sonnet ser- 
enade ge 

Manta, 71, has been enter- 
taining passengers with poet« 
ry in meron ode 


effort veuies any with the Set 
ond Taxi Driver Award of the 
Taxi and Limousine C ‘ommis- : 
sion, ee 

Appropriately, ‘Manta ac- 
cepted the hanar by reading 


nD the drug 
Scourge Ti me,” an uplift- 
| ing sonnet for elderly riders, 
to “The Legend Lives On,” an 
ode to Jack Gg dl on the 
. Prizefighter’ 


Ahree poems, including: a 
greeting he recites saat & ery 
srider who climbs — t 

backseat: 


Sate n't stand, ] 
Bore...” that T have ar nothe 
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ed to flow and arrange itself 
in rhyme. ~My girlfriend 


“said. vritin » his couldn’ t hie ine where i t 
does sit he is an hme eeling, a area a lot t diferent” ~ “it came d down n ole heaven thought it it was from ne book. a ove this s place called New | 


I Saw You 


Out the door and inte the rain 

Your neighbor left here in a flash 
The black smoky trees remain 

And an.-wncertain amount of cash 

You didn't give the police, the maid 
or the whore their due 

Maybe you didn't see me, but I saw you 


Your father worked for the railroad 

All he ever saved was the grief 

And anytime he dropped his load 

He left your family praying for relief 
How can beggars be choosers when 

_ the numbers are always so few? 

You probably didn't see me, but I saw you 


With your good luck tooth of Judas 

Anc the tears of seven saints' sorrow 
The only thing that came between us 
Was the prospect of tamorrow 

What you followed that day in the rain 
Just couldn't be true 

I don't think you saw me, but I saw you 


Well, what do you want me for 

An Opportunity to be seen 

With a fallen patron of the poor 

What does that smile mean? 

I dirin*t hear what you said 

Maybe you missed your cue 

You had your chance to be seen 'cuz I saw you 
I shot an arrow in the air 

it still hasn't come back yet 

Like that girl who quit in protest 

When all her demands were met 

She said she didn't get it, she gave it 
And all I said was 'voulez-vous?' 

Take a godd look at yourself, 'cuz I saw you 


When the money finally came 

You went to be all alone 

You had that guilty look 

#fter you hung up the phone 

I know you saw me , I was talking 

on the six o'clock news 

Bt vou still had to turn your head 
When I saw you 

It's still raining in the trees ‘ 
Too much has just been said ; Lbor ts 
I'll have to singi ney | 
You igo eesti es 

Close the cabin door | 
Forget all that, enjoy theview 


Sameday I might lose my sight, but I saw you > 
ttl. © /9x6 
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my daughter dreamt 
of the rounding 
of the earth 


-..Of the beveling 
of sountains 


--- Of the smoothing 
of seas 


@y daughter envisioned 
e)liptical horizons 
. Circular constellations 


... cyl‘ndrical seasons 


(there's a likelihood 
brewing in the 
gwelting pot 


there's a scarecrow 
asleep in the yard) 


the eyes of the well 
shorn are woven reminders 
of nothing to say... 


the only true words 
were decoys 


the wooden lips of 
canada geese 

slur silence 

into splinters 


venom collects and 
returns on itself 
as an antidote 

or a vaccine 


electrical storms appear, 
somehow reflecting in the 
burlap eyes of 

nebraska scarecrows 


lightning and the 
scent of ozone 
transform magpies into ravens, 
then into doves 

in an endless 

Circular time line 

of awareness, foreboding 
and peace 


the finest nightmares 
become monotone 


the gravest smiles 
are a grimace 


sawdust fills the shoes 
of fathers who stand watch 
over new-mown lawns 


... fathers who had nothing 
up their sleeves 
but straw ... 


_.. nothing in their veins 
but motor 011 and old rags 
of vitalis 


the water js clearing 


the razor is rusting 
i cut myself with 
while shaving - 


shaving away the 
last thin vestiges 
of the bandages 
dad wore to work 
each day - 


the bandages he covered 
his balls with - 


the bandages 
he watched me 


stammer through 


maybe the dressings need changing 


the ears of corn 
will wrap my wounds 
in layers of 

shuck and silk 


bandages 
for the growing 


‘bandages 
for the grown 


pajJe white kernels 
In burlap eyes 
leaking sawdust 
into the furrows 


filling in 


the crevices 


smooth:ng out 


rough edges 


my daughter dreamt 
of the rounding 
of the earth 


... Of the beve] ing 
of mountains 


--. Of the soothing 
of seas. 


April 7, 1989 
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WELCOME TO THE PLEASURE PALACE’ Part IV 


Welcome to the pleasure palace where anything is possible... 

like sliding on your back down the side of a mountain while pursued 

by an avalanche growing with momentum... the snow-ball effect... 
it does not catch-up---(not at this moment), but lets on to believe so 
the fear lingers longer . . . maybe I'll get away . .. maybe I'll 

get away . .. denial ends as failure . . . admit the Truth and accept 
true fate/faith, because it will over-take---What will? so it will, and 
be ever-ready to open wide flesh arms and caress white light in a 
crystaline world under newly packed powder in a capsule easy road 
seeking camp mid-night sky. Bubble dome carved in ceiling gives an eye 
to the moon. “She drove a pick-up truck, painted green and blue" spins 
out redemption like the worm thin tires that chugged a mile or two... 
up dirt mountain road . .. we elevate to the clouds in body and spirit, 
only to tumble in skeletal]. ravines . .. found later in a ditch at 
roots of a tree . .. it's apples have vanished . . . winked in a wisp 
like a breath just as silence. Either the ghost is on vacation or his/ 
her/it's presence can't be felt. Man-over-board!!! taken by the sharks, 
raised by the wolfves, grows to be king. The ring-leader throws the two 
clowns over a palace railing as revenge for the swiping of his royal 
shoe. The left one. Fortunately the clowns are durable (it is about a 
ten foot drop) and recover fast enough to be doubled-up in side- 
splitting fitful laughter . .. they feign innocence .. . such great 
pretenders. Sunday morning T.V. blares the gospel. Moe snaps the reins 
on the horse-drawn fire-truck, being flanked left and right by Curly 
and Larry . . . a mad dash ensues out the fire-house to the street. 

In their haste they don't realize that it is actually the fire-house 
itself that is a blaze . . . We can save the world if we just think 
about it .. .@veryoRe u&.. all at once... total inclosioi™ .: 
bingo . . . enlightenment. The lady of the house is missing and no 
guests have shown-up . . . WHERE IS EVERYONE ? IS ANYONE HOME ? Home 
home . . . echos and ricochets around hallowed walls. AT THIS TIME 
THINGS ARE USUALLY JUMPING . . . and... as magic words that unlock 

a secret, the palace is filled with the usual array .. . monkeys and 
junkies addicted t6 life and the list could go on but in the center 

of it all is the lady of the house, blood from her nose, spite on her 
lips, she enacts a sequence, a string of events that lead to a 

murder, she stumbled on the corpse but didn't see a thing, she's 
lucky she got away . . . in the nick of time and (0h) . . . how the 
guests are enraptured. The ring-leader and two clowns. . . they've 
heard it all before . . . same old shtick . . . though she is quite 

a show-gal . . . always and encore . . . Clappity Clap clap....... 
time-lapse unconscience . . . hours have diminished and the meaning 

is gone . . . Did someone say "goodbye". Suffering stains seared skin 
stretched tight to sorry skulls .. . woe desends with lids enables 
the scene to goon... in distant corners. The children such children 
frolic weakly with smiles . . . some with-out .. . and badge sorrow... 
mask pain. . . starving yes . . . from the lack of. "I'll buy, you 
fly", a decision from the lips of the ring-leader evokes the two 
Clowns from slumber to a trip . . . off with the cash . . .return with 
the goods . . . bags loaded-up with fuel for NOW... is the feast. 


Steven Dominic Prestianni 
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SO BEAUTIFUL 
THE SHINE OF THE UNIVERSE 
WNTWINED ROUND YOUR THOUGHTS 
YOU WERE A CURLED POEMED HEART 
DARK INVISIBLE INCINDIARIES MY EYES FLUNG OUT 
LITTLE SCORPIONS OF BLACK FIRE 
CRAWLING & CURLING AROUND YOUR THIGHS & 
HIPS THAT MOUTH YOUR FACE 


AND THEY MOANED IN YOUR LONG DARK HATR. 


I WALKED THRU WALLS & DOORS & SAW YOU IN HELL & HEAVEN 
I PANTED LIKE A DRAGON IN SILENCE 

I WATCHED AS THE GODS GREW JEALOUS 

VENOMOUS DEEDS THEY MUSTER 

TO RECAPTURE IN VAIN 

THEIR DYING & DIMMING SUN 

AND THEY DID YOU IM THEY DID 

AND DONE YOU DOWN 

AND THE EARTH POOR DYING CREATURE 

THE EARTH IS COLDER WITHOUT YOUR FIRE 


COLDER 
colder without your fire 


fire 


(c)198 SARAH CHANA BRETTROSE 


Poem To Freedom 


Oh, what an elusive word 
you have it 

and then, a roach 

It's skinnying into 

a small hole 

In the kitchen peg board 


Oh, what a good word 
It's meant a lot 

and done a lot 

and in the wow, now? 


the doorman at the chic club 
looks If the sult shines 

if If shines 

he can say 

your suit shines 

you must stay away 


the blood 

is on the youngster's 
head 

dead 

to protect 

that nerd's 

right to exclude 


we need to know It better 


Freedom Is a catch word 
and | want to catch it 


Whose freedom 
Freedom for whom 


Does a group of working people 
have the freedom to form together 
and demand their share ipetpieteteks ttt 
no, they're ruining Ai rerica 

they should show some restraint 
But walt, isn't restraint a dirty word 


restrain the businessman 
and you restrain his freedom 


to restrain the working man speneenenenstee seas : 


ar SO GEES HE GS SERED GOnEF aetE Mee Gee aE aD 


we wouldn't want that 


Freedom 

what a dead word 
unless It means 
freedom for all. 


Mike Tyler 


THE TRUTH BEHINDTHE 
IRAN-CONTRA AFFAIR 
The Iran-Contra hearings were convened in 
May 1987 by a special joint committee of the 
U.S. Congress. The hearings went on for thir- 
teen weeks on national television with over 
thirty people testifying and the committee issu- 
ing 2 700 page report on its findings. When the 
warings Were over, the truth was still not 
jncovered, or rather, it was even more covered 
y a whitewash promulgated by the official 
nvestigators and the establishment media 
which have conspired to keep the real truth 
Tom the American people. 


LRA 


=a oo = @& 


HONEGCER 


a 
ty 


As evidence 


ae F's TN memes] ten orders for the shipment of American parts and weapons as early as M a coup, and is now living in exile 
PF ici Reg Sear 1981, contrary to the White house claim of 1985. r men of in Paris, has confirmed that the 


“There were two meetings that we know of 
for certain to date that happened, one in 


and Donald Gregg, passed millions of dol- 
lars to the Lranians to delay the release of our 


52 hostages an additional 76 days. They met |"Our Government has a firm policy not to capitulate to 
with an emissary of the Khomeini 3IMe | terrorist demands. That no conce 
who offered a deal they thou,..i .“:gan and force in spite of the wild! 


3ush could not refuse, and that was, wa will 
delay the release of the 52 hostages if you 


will promise us all the arms that we could |'~P©36 did not, trade weapons, or anything else, for hostages 
possibly want in the war against [rag once |0r will we. | 
—Ronald Reagan on November 13, 1986 


you become President of the United States.” 
— Barbara Homegger 


The hostages were 
released on January 

{ 21st, 1981, the day 
\a of Ronald Reagan’s 
Pieoted) inauguration. 


“What you saw in the Iran Contra Hearings was the exposure] ports the charges that a deal was 
Washington D.C. and one in Paris, France |°f the beginnings of a National Security State which believes| made with the Reagan-Bush cam- 


before the 1980 election, in October of | it has the right to override the Constitution of the United| Paign to delay the hostages release 
1980, where George Bush, Richard Allen States in the name of security." and also states specifically that 


arms for hostages and alleged ransom payments. We did not, 


Barbara Honegger was a dedicated member of the 
Reagan-Bush campaign in 1980. She worked on the 


The story begins... 
during the 1980 Presidential Campaign, where special writing and policy staff, and later as a White 
a major issue involved the release of the 52 House Policy Analyst. After becoming aware of 


hostages that were taken some fourteen months 
earlier by the Khomeini regime. The Reagan 
forces were afraid that Jimmy Carter would 
successfully bring the hostages home, what was 
called the "October surprise,” and thereby win 
the election. A plan was worked out to make a 
deal with the new [ranian government which in- 
volved a multimillion dollar payoff and the 
promise of future arms sales to iran. 


the"dirty tricks,” major deceptions and corruption 
in the Reagan camp, she left and has since worked 
as an investigator to expose what she now feels is a 
great danger to our democratic and constitutional 
system of government, namely the buildup of a na- 
tional security state run by a small group of men, 
who while profiteering through the sales of arms 
and drugs, would subvert our freedom and the 
freedom of other nations in the name of what they 
believe is security. 


TO COPY AND DISTRIBUTE 


: AEUL HASSIN EANI SADR: 

” = Abul Hassin Bani Sadr, who was 
22 4 President of [ran during the 
of the deal Bani Sadr has made documents available showing writ- hostage crisis, was later ousted in 


FREE 


vw 
a 


Paris meeting took place and sup- 


CORPORATE ALLSTATE NEWS 


ons . George Bush was identified as 

Ambassador Robert White (El Salvador 1978-1980) being at the meeting along with 
Moniker Gorbhanifar and Albert 
‘ Hakim, who later emerged as key 
ssions policy remains in| middlemen in the [ran-Contra 
y speculative and false stories about] scandal. — 


GET IT WHILE 
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PEOPLE COMMUNICATIONS 


iHISIS AN BAVERKIMBNT IN PEOPLE. 


IT ANY WAY YOU CAN. IT CAN SPREAD VERY QUACELY IP 


WE BACH DO OUR LITTLE BIT. 


IP YOU PRRL TWIS 8 IMPORTANT, COPY AND INSTRIBUTE 


i litically Watch for 
men whose pictures appear above, have for vanous reasons, whether they were po 
ides sun or wdc out eon a buck, subverted the constitution and our freedom by placing Part LI: 
their ambitions and actions above our laws and then lying to us about what they did. If this indeed 


is how our government operates now, it is no better than any of the other Empires that have soiled ig 
the face of the earth and may well perish as the others. Freedom cannot exist without truth. Pst 


Untitled 


We gripped each other 

last night. 

I choked beneath the 

layers of skin that welcomed me; 
Like a ghetto child 

reaching out to a clean surface. 
I remained silent after. 

She said, "I love you." 

I said, "Where is the VCR?" 


Leave Me Alone 


Rosie, where are you? 

What have you done? 

It's been years since I've seen you; 
I thought you won. 


No.wasd GV iOS, 

I have no home, 
my chastity belt 
‘has been broken. 
I am a whore. 

Why should I cry? 
I'll never die. 


If I had one wish, 
it would be to have your love. 


Go! have a future. 

I'm dead. 

In dread. 

I need a bed. 

Goodbye. 

Oh, by the way, could you spare two dollars? 


James Baugh 


Karl Lorenzen 

160 Beach 116 St #24 

Rockaway Pk NY 11694 
SAUSAGE 


everyone's waiting on the platform for their Sausage 
no one knows what it will look like 

but they know it will come on a bun 

adults lean over the edge of the platform 

bobbing their heads back and forth 

Squinting pronouncing the word Sausage Silently 
Silent lest we frighten it 

Children blow their toy guns into the dark tunnel 
arguing what it will look like 

Will it come in a red tube casing? 

Will it be grey with fat and grisle? . 
will it be a chain link of little Sausages or one big one? 
Children blowtheir toy guns at each other : 
and play dead all over the platform 

adults are annoyed at having to step around 

the dead bodies of their children and not pronounce sausage 
they've been waiting for years 

no sound from the platform but the elders 

digging along cracks in the cement with their forks 
then someone smells something it's a meaty smell 
a sweet smell a fatty comingatus smell 

everyone rushes to the edge of the platform 

jumping over each other for a glimpse of sausage 

the smell is getting stronger now 

a breeze from the tunnel brings it to us yes it's coming 
it's a bun 

a fresh baked poppy seed split in the middie 

passes slowly before their eyes 

no Sausage riding in there they watch 

the bun disappear into the other end of the tunnel 
that means it's coming say the adults 

the bun foretold the Sausage 

it's coming! they shout in the elder's ears 

it's coming! they shout in the Ci.tldren's ears 

who are still stubbornly dead by 
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Here at night my nuclear generation noemics 
kneel down to a ripe pair of jeans. 
Trying to relate 

ontogeny recapitulating phylogeny 

to biology-- 

and Manhattan and the slam of 

the pile driver 

at the base of the World Trade Center 
as a lover in the dead pigeon 

under the number two tower 

flying into the reflected sky. 


The figures feeding 

this great city's sensory sphere 

are existential. 

Under winter sun lighting missile-like icicles 

I ride some impossible perspective-- 

cool blue sky among silent commuters of people 
on the Staten Island Ferry/the Statue of Liberty. 
I imagine a self-luminous orange sun 

streaking down--us being fused-- 

and you saying: 

"In a million years even cars will become trees." 


pee Webi! 


there are fev constants in my life: 


the el grumbling by 

under which i walk every day 
and hear clearly from ay roor, 
® lack of any sex life 

and an unquenchable, unrelenting 
spend-my-last-dime appetite 
for érugs and alcohol. 

i am turning into a loser. 

i am forgetting 

that this jg the future. 

lock every door behind you 
burn those phony bridges 


you kid yrself are there. you can't 


friday 


on yr reé couch 

i am in eight 

bright t.v. wasteland 
i kid pyseir 
this hot pursuit 
of #8 sexiess illusion 


i 2 po ae away go back to nothing is worth it, IT Is “SUDDENLY 
in Chicago when you have just srrived @y last car wreck WE WAS 
"2 othe Pla in yr ripped up rundown roos will not be left 
toc time e hg w/a filth of gin and nothing to do roadside, barely running THERE... 
tou but kill the madness and on fire. 
Whose shrigh S*ing train that eats you alive 1°17" S46 & bare THE SCYTHE 
Orser); lo é and burns avay the truth behind the wheel smiling STILL 
pes Gotta te gent ed sgeniop forge know the vare 
Secon u that caring is dangerous passenger seat you made hot 
is Stil) eae and yr best friend will go up at ioe DRIPPING 
> Sw GUN gant Oe is an ugly enemy in the vacant green WITH THE 
9rarr icy nd CiPherin called you. flames you burn 
mtO 8 smeareg cence { take off my leather jacket the boots off BLOOD OF 
Of what goe, . CCl ipse read some goethe my narrow mind 
in yr Mind 4 to keep me sane. and all the insulation HIS LAST 
YN to hel) rp gad i go to work. i guess i pack to keep love VICTIM ' \% 
Pi he thieg like i go thru a 6 pack @ safe and cool distance ° 
nba lutes yo keepin my chin up owned and across town 
a t Painiess soady te Stseye Sex with thie person by someone i barely know. 
Crac the ebuse of working Taaede 
happe to vB ver see for a man you hate & federal offense 
, 7: thea who underpays you by an act of Congress. 
Of rea; fast a keeps you cummin back brian Clemons 
in cheap baby tn to the job you wonder... chicago bine 
sea” bY poetry ra is it vorth yr precious time. 4.23.89 e 
dreca ree ME the ee i mean, i could be writing this 
arn here ARNING.  29e at 10:30 in the morning the rusp 
adel »NEICHe RHOon p instead of drinking black label 2 na isa Bemor 
for Fick u vi ROLLED until the ceiling falls and over Phone my @rug Y 
stl Sisco ; - Ndow into wasted eyes over 3° Shriveieg Phallus 
isa affo hones that stare me to sleep ite EF yoy 
5 fucked 4 tly every single night. 11 you telly lat 
i fourth Over= trying ing. guuke hs ban’ again 
ia ; oe ny Fosse s. i say eeaae nanan? = ll Yh 
mY tRroa, * life enge ’ fFiena brian clemons ove a haze ecae’ Pumps @art 
eenci C@t ang y- Mito chicago of valium beer work over Otel 4 @cembe, 
¥/be1) eaten? old rote 4.3.89 vhere are you? Veing hes r lovely 
begins. he ion ir ae Pull on some @1 to oat eennior: ibis 
n 
rr orn Neb 4 my : gees becuray se free vet ee floverg ° love 
sane 4t gees St watch, Ound and uta msn Crue) Cush to cry 
Offa 2i8 Wick “4 ght ¢ Chiliy) = vont in bucktown Stay PP 
ie: aad ae uae gonna ¢do so much Certain, .. "C@ther 
V/so little our poems rim forgiving @® °F gui 
just hear ®Y citth ee eet ee faces bright fingers idly”, cg 
ea : > een L 
sacl tes bysest ideas couldn ns card. award 


etting anead of # 
as i suck Last 
of the fourth 
writing that. 
this side of 
some gut in @ y 
tv, remind me 
not to wear yellow. 
igs 
pial gi real siow 
i have & ajay rt 
eit ctl @esy to guess 
: jen don't look hungry. my sickness again, 
cross to the dumpster veins collapsed 
enpty 
von the sixth there's no rush. 
tees said something other escapes: 
i could brag about. i black hair 
¢ neon * 2 y 
Ate porn. ene eGhy eres'on you. 
engines talking their ee ane “this: : 
beat-up english to me less than occasionally. 
steel tracks Ganger is pure 
onaeage Hc wishes of more for avnile, 
noise and perfect disease. tiny holes punched 
i'm an A train into sky. 
i don't stop here. ve will 
leave marks. 
no symbolise here, 
ho hopes to hang 
Ourselves w/no way 
@enying it. 
let's leave 
& trail of poison 
tattoo ink home. 
let's hate 
everything ve create 
end vorship burning 
bridges car vrecks and heroes. 
let's go. death is more into 
perfect than life 
on &@ good day 
we're black and white . 
tulsa photo lust, 


a crafty vagy scion doomed 


down 

street lights 

the vorié spin 
t 

ellow ha hey: { got some “oh 

but it's going fast 

on the phone in yr © 

no one ansvers. 
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brian clemons 


chicago oe 


larry clark killers brian 
and memory outlavs Chicag, ‘Mons 
4.26. @5 


i*@ probably éying 
faster w/out you..... 
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Brian 0D. Clemons reaches slightly beyond the anti-societal proclamations of 

pregent-cay, combining a strange mixture of himself in quasi-x-rated self-sub- 

mission along with a performance which brings to life the poetry and personality 

that made him one of the most talked about artists in the Chi-town underground. 

Perhaps soing beyond the limit of some people's idea of ART, Brian 0. Clemons 

definitely delivers with an entirely effective execution of his poetry and prose. 
wisk Don't miss him in rare form in RA.I.P. 24% 


--Amy Chese 
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WINTER 


The vaudeville of broken icicles 
arranged in caves of dark, 
wrinkled dreams. 

On lonely, feared, 

distant shores 

with pink nights 

of ferocious alphabets. 

Winter : 

a cold grey, drizzling, 

drained drumbeat/ 

of white ragged memories. 

Youth blinks/, 

blinded by summer chorus ‘ 

of crimson orange laughter. 

The barren, bird ebony/ 

Sings in icy, blue, grey mornings. 
The dance begins. 
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Some men have it. 
Most never will. 


THE WORLD | 
CONSUMES “7s OF THE WOR RESOURCES 
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K. DiMaggio 
THE BOARD OF EDUCATION POEM. 


Hello my name is Joe I am a protestant I have 

a family my wife is an executive and my 

children who are perfect happen to be 

degenerates but that's the way it goes because my 
name is Joe and I like to blow but I have to be 
respectable I have to be upstanding I enjoy 

my work selling Zyclon B pellets at I.G. 

Farben and I take my hypcrosy very 

seriously as a member of the Board of 

Education because my name is Hello and I am 

a fake but that's the way it goes at I.G. Farben and 
the New England suburb of Dachau and can't 
complain can't complain that's what we 

always say to each other before we be- 

come respectable and upstanding and dream 

about fellatio at our meetings at the Board 

of Education and the sixteen year old 

who is fucked up molested terrified and 

queer 


runs for his life 
because this is the Board of Education poem 


the poem where people who just can't stand but have to 
stand on top of your face stand on top of your 
back stand on top of your calves your 

neck your throat this is the Board of Education 
poem where people who just cén't stand will make 
your life mirror their children's degeneracy will 
make your no name American town an ignorant 
complicit place called Dachau and hi my name is 
Joe and I'm very concerned I'm helping to 

raise the quality of your child's education 

it s the only thing that stops me from molesting 
your little boy in the bathroom because my 

meme is Fred and I'd like to stand on top of 
your head and my name is Ann and I'd lke 

to stand on top of your back and my name is 

Paul and if you don't mind I'd like to stand 

on top of your throat because I'm a member of 
the Board of Education now I'm one of the up-. 
standing citizens in the community of 
Dachau I'm a member of the Board of 

Education now I want to put more quality and 

Hi How are yon in your child's education I'm a 
member of the Board of Education now 


and the 15-year old who is pregnant abused strung- 
out and raped runs for her fucking life 


Pg.2 THE BOARD OF EDUCATION PORM 


“ello my name is Death and I am a member of One of 
the more lackadaisacal sects of the hypocritical Christian 
religion I can _t complain just like I can t say words 
that ever really mean anything and I a 

consider myself upstanding enough to stand 

on your child's head and serve you better by 

becoming a member of the Board of Education hello 

my name is 4ess Rudolf Hess upstanding 

Civic leader in the town of Bergen Belson and 

this year we're proud to have a basketball team that 
spearheaded all the way into Poland and for the 

fifth straight year in a row our footbal] team the 
Dachau Aryans have finished first in hypocrisy 

racism and lying just like their parents and 

bhe fourteen year old who is just fourteen years old and 
doesn t like sports and who can't Play ball and 

can't yell go! and who doesn't have a jock and 
doesn't wear a bra and who doesn't have 

money looks physical prowess on the 

field or any of those other idiocies required to 

be a Hitler Youth American just runs just runs 


because their name is death their suburb ts 

Dachau their houses and wide green lawns are just 

a stone's throw away from the crematoria and their 

churches and schools and chambers of commerce are filled 

with arrogance just arrogance so you better 

watch out if you're queer or you're pregnant you 

better watch out if you have no money or you're 

an intellectual you better watch out if you don't 

like sports or refuse to support your 

team because their name is upstanding their 

town is the midwest their houses and wide green lawns are 
Just a stone's throw away from the big defense contractor and 
their churches and schools and chambers of 

commerce are filled with intolerance yes intoler- 

ance sO you just better watch out you just better 

like sports you just better yell go! you just better 

join the Youth or you just better Gdisapp ar 

because when, you're fourteen or fifisen or sixteen and 
you just don t fit in then your name is slut your 
name is fag your name is geek weirdo freak which means 
that your name is disappear just disappear 


and can,t complain how is Joe Zyclon B and what a 
great football team wefre gonna have this year ha slap on 
the back what a great football team we're going to 
have this year ha slap on the head what a great 
football team maybe this time we'll reach Moscow! 
and how about another slap on the back and 

before we begin how about another latent homo- 
sexual slap on the back what's another rough 

male hand between two white males who love 

sports more than women what's another hard 

male slap between two men who always have a 

dirty joke to say about women because they 

just hate women what's another grunt and 

a laugh between two middle aged men who have 


(Cont.)~ 


Pg.5 THE BOARD OF EDUCATION POEM. 


a hard time expressing themselves in language what's 
another slap a grunt between two overweight 
salesmen who are upstanding what's another Pough 
hairy hand between two upstanding men who 

both have ulcers what's another palm what's another 
grunt what's another slap between two adolescent 
men who can really understand each other and 

what it was like throwing the ball kicking the 

ball receiving the ball running with the 

ball ah the ball.The Ball! Give us back the 

stadium the coach the locker room the showers give 
us back the ballThe ball! 


and the kid who is just fourteen just 
fifteen or just sixteen and can't do mind- 
less monkey-lkke things with an egg-shaped 
ball you better run 


and the kids who play with the ball and 

cheer for the ball and live for the ball and 
love the ball will tomorrow go can t complain 
slap you on the back become upstanding and stand 
On your head by sitting on the board of 
education I want to sit on the board of 
education now I want to step on your throat I 
want to sit on the board of education now I 

want to kick in your face 


and how wide the lawns are how green the lawns are 
and the schools the schools achau has 
some of the best 


and the sixteen fifteen and fourteen year old the 
kid who is just a kid | the kid who can't be more than 
that the kid who can t fit in 


it's a good chance that your soul or even your humanity 
or e6ven your life in this shallow conformist and cowardly 
society is marked for death 


Kenneth DiMaggio 
45 Euston St. 
New Britains Conn. 06053 


THE FLEAS 
The bums,the gays,"'the girls",save the water of the City...They smell like rats, 
metamorphosis,prisoners of their own enviroment...They lock their love in the green 
funeral parlor where my mother-froze celebrates her birthday for the first time;drastic 


changes of dresses to the places of the living,Which one?... 


They laugh,they sing,they talk,they play,they save for us the last crumb from the 
wasted bread;...they are the result of the virginal wheat field,where the cast iron 

and the chrome replaced the simple man...When they walk they carry the sweet dust of our 
bodies,the lightning of our times,the tiny candle not for praying but for love...They 


hug our secret sour screams with many directions without any exit. 


Most of them sleep in their fantasies-smoking herbs.Breathing the white powder of silent 
death.Living for the liquid of pleasure and transitory content in the hole of the 
needle,which will never sew the empty space-the rupture...They work overtime in the 
Bellevue of life dripping wine flavor of sweat and blood.Especially "the girls" with 

a red rose ripe in their mouth,with tears and laughter wave good-bye to the last client; 
Mr! Mr! twenty dollars please!...It is a cold night.They always take off their clothes 
in front of the temple as a talisman and grasp the impossible divinity...Liturgical 
souls,solitary souls,bleeding souls...sometimes within budy within mind,walking death 


with human taste.Nobody loves them,I do! Do I?...I am here present-existing-surviving. 


The silent night suits of sound,whisper,whisper,whisper with the winter breeze; pure 
tiny pyramids dance in the violated sky;tiny glossy diamonds light up the indefinite 
atmosphere...Please don't go,let me dance with you the last,the bast ,theclastinwédscces 


Death. 
Nadime Nader 


(die 2D 


WASTE STATION 


By David Huberman 


Within the shelter of the sanctuary, he walked in screaming gibberish that 
he had the knowledge about what his scllbetane would say; "Here died a cracker- 
jack"' named Crazy Ray. 

that 
He sat down in his chair after and just stared :at his shoes, probably wondering 
if the little pieces of string he found wandering the streets would work as 
shoelaces. The circle of people all nodded their heads, whispering to each other 
"Another dysfunctional trying to get sanctuary''. They were all in the waste 
Station because that's where wasted matter of human flesh goes for redemption, 
for sanctuary, to be recycled back into human society. If possible. 

Some called igi Sanctuary, others called'!it a'waste station. And both were 
right, because this was the place where each human being made his or her app- 
lication to a Higher Power. What came out of all this really depended on then, 
They were all there- the wretched, the miserable ones, the living dead, the 
damned. Some of them, when they applied, saw the F.B.I. in every corner. Others 
complained of still finding Martians in their beds, while others walked in off 
the street singing insane songs. Some just stared into space. Then there were 
the misfits who were full of anger, hating everything and everybody, but mostly 
themselves. They came from all walks of life. People who lived in ivory towers, 
who plunged down, down, down, until they crawled out of cardboard box houses. 
From Bene Suet ees refridgerator box homes, City parks, they came. SOme 
lived on Park Avenue, while xb OO, plucked themselves out of the bowels of the 
Bowery to be there. For some, this was the last stend, the last walk, the final 
waltz, sleeping the big sleep, ‘the eternal resting ground. They came in all shapes 


and sizes. 


Some were dying of Aids, pockmarked with big , red, gruesome sores, the curse 
of the plaque found all over their bodies. Surprisingly, they worked all the 
harder to get their applications into the Higher Power, but maybe this was no 
Surprise because they felt the Kiss of Death eating them alive. And like 
Crazy Ray, whos body should have Supported 185 lbs., came in at 9S tés” Many 
came in like him, looking like they were totally emaciated, Others had the Elvis 
Presley syndrome, coming in weighing 400 lbs., looking like beached-up whales 
waiting to die, rotting slowly to death. Kids in their twenties, rock § roll 
idols, heros, groupies and trash all trying to escape teenage wasteland and the 
oldtimers from the Bronx and Brooklyn, leftovers. from the — side Story 
generation whose heros were Gene Vincent, Elvis and Frankie Lymon, were all putting 
in their applications. The ancient ones, the Vampires of the Ninebeen- forties; with — 
histories of abuse for forty years and more, were- few and far between, but there - 
were a few scattered within the circle. There they were, old flower children from 
thesixties, punk rockers, a defrocked priest, call girls, rich boys from Long 
Island, jazz musicians, nice jewish boys gone wrong, ex convicts, old ladies, 
Yuppies, catholic girls, Puerto ricans, drag queens, tasinkes men, criminals, 
rappers, wankers, studs, rock stars, bums; even a geek from Queens, All trying to 
get sanctuary. You couldn't really tell who was granted Sanctuary and who ended up 
in the Waste Station. After the circle was broken, Slogan Sally came up to Miserable 


Dave and Rebel 


and asked what they thought would happen to Crazy Ray, But 


nobody knew. All Miserable Dave could say was - 
—asfes 
"From ashes to @a@t 

from dust to dust 
where. our scattered souls go 
nobody really knows, 
but this is the Waste Station 
this is sanctuary /x 
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FREE FoR PERFORMERS ? 


No, (‘mM SoRRY IN THAT CASE, | 


WoNT HAVE ANYTHING. 


| ad 
FINE, BRING ME A 
| BEER AND SEND THE 
WG 3 — 5 CHECK To MR. 
fp UKE HS Se | ——_ MARSHALL'S TABLE 
You THE THEME FROM on | 
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ok feoPLE, Yo HAVENT ExXaCTiy BEEN 
RESPONPING— But | GoT NEWS FOR you. 
{mM NoT AN OPENING ACT —(’m™ A TERRORIST 
AND IM HeLDING THE BAND HOSTAGE. IF you 
Don FT GVE ME A STANDING OVATION AND A 


\ ana OUTTA HERE 
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}™M GONNA START SHOSCTING 
STAGES —STARTING WITH THE DRUMMER / 
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FOR MORE INFORMATION and Ces : IVAL 
WRITE; Without Borders 
sora SAN FRANCISCO 


San Francisco, CA. 


94117 : 
CALL; (415) 864-4674 JULY a6 = 25, 1989 


RP TER. RE ASING THE Me His INAG 


Tut = Shove! vigh+t clown +o the Gvave | 


to the rock 


and shove | Mew Movie out. Cut. Jomeukeer. 


That % how it happens. Skra sh me rece 


but in > efor dumping iv. 
f Govriad rcaee 


re-weea Qh ca denta/ mound / 


litte shoots appleing lavaer. 


oe Alri ce lr ow 


tw Manksryou 


V2- breting CVeV' A eleectriae booms. 


+* SOME lost Troqvois | 


meestralr caved in OMe QGHn S Pence. 


Move anaent than ow ~imoon canyons. 


othw side of the G> laxy 


ey 


Vern - 
“Take Sand burg 7 Words on thar busy Tr 
Vevey Mind consaence 

or Sonal Conraence ; 

Yaw mihd phi le Sophy — just 


Shovel them wis. 


Whwe the lucky ones land bi ohio ns davkened, 


in th oddest mateials 


herr Courtes ies | bY Covrtesierrand totems 


Subuv bs in North America n Gwnce -WweaS fest. 
J UlurbF in Te Moartaw SH2Iawnm. 
Code qiv! , jade boy 
Cave Fu | on the moen| ke Cov. 
ee eae How + 
Yio (Xen, 
Y ovr oem inspira tnJ- 
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« origin rly ; Fee eos | 
un Vi Maag ic auting In & a fhervont language. 


When Medusa Turns 


Live haired Medusa. 

I saw you once 

at the orange end of day 

Oily snake halo 

about your impenetrable eyes 

and terrible mouth 

and with your great brown breasts. 
In a light so dainty 

that stone was fine as grass 

you turned from me 

as a great sealed dragon will turn 
from hands of benediction. 

It was in mercy 

but the rear of you 

was awful as your front. 

Its puffs were vertigo 

as cliffs 

and deep between. 

It was rock island looming 

whose arriving height 

makes workwet sea voyagers afraid to pray: 
the last reflector 

of a plunging sun. 


Bob Hart 


New Year's Morning 


Ate what was left in Bayer bottle. 
Nuked two cups of tea, color of Penzoil. 
slapped cat, whining for Friskees Buffet. 


Put Traveling Wilburys on CD, 
kindled roach, 
tried to remember why | was sleeping alone. 


Gonna do it differently this year, 
gonna burn without alcohol, 
fly without smoke, 


Gonna lift weights, 
eat fiber, 
read Joseph Campbell. 


Tux gripped belly too tightly. 
Champagne corks 
ricocheted off walls, 


Tongue rammed 
strange, 
lipsticked mouths. 


Throw out Oreo cookies, 
spill re-corked Bordeaux, 
ditch cherry Haagen Daz. 


Shovel Christmas cards 
into garbage chute, 
without saving addresses. 


Clean this scabrous rathole, 
purge my soul 
with Comet and Pine Sol. 


Pack ex-wife's photo 
with holiday decorations 
bound for Manhattan mini-storage. 


Imagine dead Christmas lights 

pressing into her face 

during shimmering August heat. Les Bridges 
Jenuary 1, 1989 


ST ILLTRAUMA 


see i trusted the sucker and he let me down 
i trusted another and she blew this town 
SO now i'm leaning over with my ear to the ground 


listen i've been around the block a few times 
i've spent my heart in a thousand ways 
i’ve bled real live tears and all that 


look here i’1l1l show you a few scars 

in some very discreet places 

i’‘ll show you curtains that can be drawn apart 
they are velvet and scratchproof 

they are lace and iron 

painted wet with rouge 

draped over a valley 


i want to tell you 

i give blood to strangers 

Glide on wheels for feet 

i rage at lives in recline 
tremble at worlds in decline 

i kneel with my ear to the ground 


you should know 

i wait alone in crowded places 

move too quickly to be touched 

laugh at fragile sharks 

fall sometimes with grace 

fall sometimes without 

i lie down with my ear to the ground 


listen from here you can see 

all the way to the bottom of the well 
where waters tread dark and rumbling 
i kiss the rolling image 

i give my blood and glide on wheels 
i rage at life trembling in decline 
i wait alone and move too quickly 

i touch the fragile grace 

and i fall sometimes 

sometimes i fall 

i sleep with my ear to the ground 


DAU LIGHTS IN TIANANMEN 
TS TOMPKINS SQUARE 


UP SPRING MY EYES 

Room THE WESTERN LANDS — 

| SEE IT. Blcod PUMPS 
TTHRaJet THE HEART IN THE GAST 


LIKE LIGHTENING RAYS REDDER ING 
IN FE MORN OR AFTER 

THE ORM. ‘SPREADING FoR 
WARMING TENEMENT AND PARK- 


THE oud too SINGS CALYPSO 
BEATING OUT WISDOM ON THIN AiR. 
WE ARE. YOUNG Fools AND WoRTHKY 
To BE WIZZENED. Wake uP! 


WAKE UP! WAKE OF! 

I une BE Sua 

IN WHITE- BW UL 

DEMENS AND THEIR PLANS, THEY 


AND BURN . WE Hold ThE 
sae CASTER 


N 
Fo , So Fons To DMINISt 
EVERY PERIL IN OUR RAT. 
WISE- FaslS MARCH IN LIGHT. 


THiS IS AN AGE FR WISBoM 
AND FooUSHNESS , THE MAYAN) 
CLOUK CAUBRATEO BACKWRDS 
FAR FAK INTS THE FUTURE 
—AND You GHteulD KNeuw) WHY 

WE SToeD ON ALTAR Rack 

AT THE SPREAD oF BawNn 

IN, SUMMER, AT Eu Nox , (987 


WITH ovR BRSETHERS AND SISTERS 
CIRCLED HAND IN HAND ON 

OLD NANTUCKET SLE | : 

*{ SANDMOUNT PILED UP BY 
TIMES SPIRALLING SIFT AND YoU) 


StteuLD KNew WHY SISTERS 
AND BReTHERS ARE RETURNING 


ee ® 


TD FARTH S WELCOMING TEMPLES... 


MACHN PICHU , SERPENT MouND , 
LookeuT MOUNTAIN , KEY WEST, 
FCeMA, BLACKMOUNTAIN , 

MoJNT WASHINGTEN , SHASTA. - - 


A VEXXING TIME SETS (TS DUST ON 


THe DAWN UNHINGED BY BUSTING 


BRIGAT TRUMPETS AND olD oit DRUMS 


“BEATING THE SoNG ComPeSED BY 
4+ HEART 
FUED WH by, A HEART MADE 


OF CIRCLES WrTHIN CIRKLES, 


A +EART 
VEXXED BY WHAT Passes AND 
THE VIOLENCE ON ooR LAND, 


—f HEART oF CLAY AND BREATH 


FY UGART SPRUNG OER, AND ° 
BEAMING INA GRIT 6& LOVE. 
IT ARCS ACRsSS E*sr TL WEST 


) 
ELECTRIFIED IN HEAVEN S 
NINTH CiRculT.. | FEEL You 
SEE You, SITING 
CReSS-LEGGED IN OUR PaRK. 


In THE BRASS DRINKING BEER 
MAKING (LE CONVERSATION 
AGOUT A FREND | SHovLD KNOW 
Udtto LOST Hs 6B... 


WHAT OF IT... 
SMELL , SEE, Touch] THE SINGING 


\T (S UKE THE WIND IN TOMPKINS 
PEOPLE ‘S PARK . 


23 May 984 
NYC - 
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"I believe every law abiding | easecsiat 
American citizen has a right to own 
a firearm. We need to get tough....." 


Fig. B 


"Six feet of macho muscle. He's the 
ideal companion for single women, 
night nurses, the elderly or the 
handicapped. Simple assembly 
(bolting on head and upper legs with 
included wingnuts) takes about 5 
minutes. 
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1988 Police Officer of the. dee ar. 


bh 


x = - i te A “gr Pe — 
Cloverdale, Cali ornia a police. : 


7. = Sergei pipes ee =. 


“Police Officer pystces arise 
"he shot a paroled murde 

‘who had taken a gas ‘station 

_ altendant hostage.: Beckman'’s 

~ quick reactiongnd expert | 
marksmanship'also saved a 
fellow officer during the ° 

_ exchange of gunfire. Sgt. 2 
Beckman is a Life Member of 2 
ithe National Ri lic Association. - 
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The Police Offi icer of thn the Year: 
~ Award is given annually * 
hy Parade Magazine a and the. x 
“of olice E 2a 


os L 

stinct takes over when a police 
officer reacts to a hostage situation or when 
he confronts an armed criminal who has 
nothing to lose. My NRA training gave me 
the skills I needed to save a fellow officer 
and stop that ex-con from shooting an 
innocent victim. I’m honored the IACP 
chose me for this award. But it’s far more 


ge ae ae z ae 
: > z Se ep 


important that my fellow officer and a 17- “But I also believe in the N NRA because 
year-old kid are still alive. I believe every law-abiding American 

“I’m a life member of the NRA because | citizen has a right to own a firearm. Armed 
I appreciate what the National Rifle citizens deter crime. We need to get 
Association has done for law enforcement. tough with criminals, not legitimate gun 
The NRA’s training and support helps owners. I’m proud the NRA is working to 
police preserve law and order. Together, we | pass no-nonsense anti-crime laws. That's 
make a good team. what police and the public want?’ 


I'm the NRA 


The National Rifle Association assists law enforcement nationwide with firearms training, range development and legislative support. 


if you would like to join the NRA or want more information about our programs and benefits, write J. Warren Cassidy, Executive Vice President, P.O. Box 37484, Dept. RB-1. Washington, D.C. 20013. 


rid. A 


Paid for by the members of the National Rifle Association of America. © 1989 
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Stern and silent bodyguard protects you 24 hours a day. 


A young woman is driving at night along a remote 
California highway—her three sleeping companions 
slumped low in their seats. Suddenly, — 
a pickup truck roars out of the darkness 
and tries to force the car over. The woman 
screams—waking her passengers, who rise 
up in alarm. Seeing their victim is not 
alone, the men in the truck speed away. 
This frightening incident was the inspira- 
tion for new Gregory™—a lifelike, portable 
mannequin who deters crime by his strong, 
masculine appearance. 


Six feet of macho muscle. 

A bi''y >" . footer, Gregory (from Gregoros, watchful) is a 

comforting prescnce in your car. He's the ideal companion for 

, single women, night nurses, the elderly 
or hai dicapped, business couriers, 
or anyone who has to travel at night or 
through high-crime areas. From any 
angle it appears that your car has more 

an one occupant—and that the second 

person is a strong male. 

Seat Gregory near a window so he 
is visible from the outside, and his pres- 
ence will protect your home or business 
while youre away. Intruders don’t want 
trouble— most will pass by premises 


ete ” 


.. that appear occupied. Gregory can also guard your retail store. 
‘service station, weekend cabin, RV, or boat. 


Tough guy is really a featherweight. 

Unlike expensive department store mannequins which 
can cost $1,000 and pee, aa to 60 Ibs., Gregory is easily porta- 
ble. Built from rugged fiberglass and high-impact plastic, he 


weighs only 11 Ibs. 


Gregory’s stern appearance is no accident. His ed 
cleft chin, square-set jaw, firm expression, and broad shoulders 
telegraph to criminals that this is a man to avoid. 

For complete naturalism, Gregory's head, 
arms, shoulders, and wrists are fully articulated, 
and can be locked in any position. His hands can 
hold objects to make it appear he is reading or 
writing (many department store mannequins lack 
this Ganuie) He is balanced to sit upright in vehicle 
seats, sofas, or chairs. 


Bodyguard with many identities. 

Gregory's head can be changed with cosmetics 
to any age or race. You can draw in facial lines, add 
a moustache or beard, or remove the included wig. 
His formed ears permit him to wear sunglasses or asses. 

Gregory comes in a gray cotton turtleneck, dark 

y slacks, and belt (also available unclothed). You can garb 
im in sports, , or business attire. Or put him in a tux 
for formal occasions. He wears most men’s clothing in sizes 
medium and large. 

pe assembly (bolting on head and se with 
included wingnuts) takes about five minutes. To it easy 
to lift him in and out of cars, Gregory has no lower legs. Made 
in US. No maintenance required. So durable, he is used by 
police departments in over 20 states. 90-day warranty. 

One out of every four US homes will be burglarized— 
with losses averaging more than $1,000 per break-in. Now 
you can protect your family and your property. Call today 
and team up with Gregory—the first fe 
affordable 24-hour bodyguard. 


a Gregory (with clothes) 
#DGNO010 $499 (35.00) 

w Gregory (unclothed) 
#DGNOI1 $449 (35.00) 
Ser ks Seatshlc Gechastaly deraeghe smell coal 

Please allow: 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
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Deaf mute 
trigger finger 

I'll paralyze you 

Zive back give back give back 

give back my soul 

yo-yo love 

silence 

Silencer 

I could be wrong 

but then again I could be wrong 
those little gaps of solstace are filled with razor sharp 
talons tearing at my throat 

I can't speak 

lips aren't enough 

you gotta kiss and tell 

Silence f: ustration 

1 can't speak enough 

when did those little letters Stop coming 
my eyes are pumping 

my eyes are pumping blood 

they'll drown 

Silence couldn't be enough 


deaf mute inevitable 

powerless against growing silence 
growing silence shit 

Silent screams searing me 

echoing reverberating 

head plate glass Smashing 

that would satisfying 

Stand there bleeding all over the place 
nothing silent about that 

my mind is a terrible thing to waste 
better eat it all up 

all this war story memorabilia 

the starving millions 

can't be happy all the time 

words words words 


I hold love in my hand 
so tender, and love a lady 
with long shiny hair — 


and curly it is, and black 

where it hits upon no light — 
faith I have given to her, 

have shown her something like a day 


where rivers are laughing 
and the sun is good for the plants 
and the water knows the best way into her. 


I hold love in my hand 

that trembles at the sight 
of her curls in her hair — 
and in her flesh I am marked 
as from heaven on high. 


Rejoice! Ye braggard liars and sinners 
and supp at the table 
with me and my bride! 


+e. 


— Tod Thilleman 
copr. 1986 by Meeting Eyes Bindery 
307.48. 20th Sts ak 

NY, NY 10011 


Lock uP YovuR DAvGHTERS 


Lock VP YouvR DAVEHTERS cdAuseE Yov 
NEVER Kwow WHAT THEY'ZE GowwA do wExr, 
Lock vf YouR GO-F0 DANCING DAVGATELRS 
Yove SstmHeEead DAVEHTERS Youve SEXLOVING 
DEVETAKING HELL RAISE DwenTecs | Lock uP 
Youk DyEd- HAIRED DAVEATERS Your mMImiSKIAT 
DAVEHTERS YovR LAVGR WE TEETH BALED IW THE 
NICHT DAVEHTEES | Lock vP Yovn Lowkte-o 
DAVEHTERS So THEY won'T FUCK BEHIND 
Yove BACK Lock uP YouR DAUGHTERS TODAY 
wHew THEY THReY MoLoTeV COEKTRILS 
iw Your EYES Ar Yova LIES AT YovR 
STUPID POWER CAMES DEWVINGe THE Wisdom 
THaT precedes THE MILLENIA 

oF THE FATHER Awd Sow--. 
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uP YovR DAVCHTERS Your sexy 


PS pe gp SPAOOTH CURVED LIRE THE Moow Srpowe 
aS Biianeak hae PAvGATERS “Move CRAVEN GYPSY 
Your UNWRITTEN Davetten CSTR ATIN & VAMPIRE DAVEUTERS 


fed ate => 
TO BbvST “Loece ve Yyove. 


ALREADY Doomince FAIRY TALES 


nee — IMAGCIWARY DAVE RTERS Your cose 
DAVGATERS Woun StOLENY PAVEHTERS And Your BEAD DAVCUTERS 


Lock vP YOvR Boorlovine pavieurens 


Yovr flock 'w! for 


DAVEHTELS AnD THE OWES WHe Do weTHiNe ALL DAY Loewe 4 
LF You CET YovR DAVGHTERS LovsE THEY WILL CHACE Youn. wad. | 
AF You LET Your DAVEHTERS LOOSE THEY wite woT COME pac. 3 
ASS | | \F Yov LET YOvt DAVEHTERS LOVSE THEY wie Do WHAT THEY BiAaT 
oo. AND TACT Wor'T ASK Yov WHAT Yov THIWR OR WAETRE Yor LILE iT. 


SO LOCKUP vu DaveENTEES 
Yova AWIMAL DAVE... 7.5 Yov 
MUSHBRe0m CODDESS DAavVEITERS 
Yove Toe PAST Te LIVE TO Youws 
TO DIE DAVEHTERS Yorn. REREL 
DAVCHRTERS Youn FIST CLENGHED 
DAveHTEes Locke Em vP E8rone 
IT'S Tou cate Lock vl Vova. 
tCAZING tw THE SRV DAVEHTEALAS 
Lock uP THE DaveNTens oF 
STRANGERS THE DAWEHTELS oF 
TOMeRZOW Locke VP YovaA Berd 


Baudy BAVEHTELS Yous Loup 
GRASH DAVEMHTERS Youn. musicar 


MOVTHED ESLIE ETED DAv CHTERS 
Yove CAlnt sSeLASHING IDOL 
SMASHING DAVEHTERS Woug 
CimCen SucCRiIne& PAtm @cadiwte 
HERETIC DAva@HTERS YEAH | Locg 
"BM VP LOE EM ALL Cyucimg 
V@ BEFORE it's TOO LATE 


PaRSONALITY 


re & 
THE ABC NO RIO = <A PLANETARY PERSPECTIVeE MOTIVATION 


one ABSA new AS a Collective will present a distinctly analytical 
nature through its means of self-expression, manifesting itself most 
comfortably through the persistent exploration and evaluation of its 
purpose within the realms of creativity. Mars energy in the first 
house at its greatest generates within its boundaries a fearless and 
constant source of positive energy whhch will enable it to bounee 

bauk and recover from major Setbacks, for this position allows for 4 
great determination of spirit. The personality will lead towards a 
great sense of adventure within which philosophy and religion particu- 
larly will be analysed with much drama, for Mars in this placement 
just loves to do things in grand style, abetted by its Leonian nature. 
The Jupiter/Mars conjunction, square Neptune warns against being too 
self-enclosed or indulgent, for this energy can be most valuable when 
encouraged to expand outside of its environment. Saturn presents 
certain limitations in the field of resources and the need to be 
particularly careful in the handling of finances since the 2nd house 
blacement does not bode well for the accumulatkon of wealth, yet the 
sextile Uranus coupling Saturn pulls emphasis from the area of money 
and bestows a visionary ability encouraging its participants to act 
as a bridge to the future via a combination of inventiveness and sound 
common sense by way of its examination of material sources and values 
both on a personal level and through the world at large. Pluto's 
positioning encourages this examination and Scrutiny to present itself 
by a tendency to more unusual activities within an originak and rev- 
Olutionary setting. 


The creative energy and how. it will tend to manifest is much gifted by 
the Neptune/Mercury conjunction influencing the XKXX¥ fifth house for 
this enables the imagination to flow to the point of excess - reality 
and unreality merge together in a manner both exaggerated and profuse. 
Mercury, whilst easing the communicative process places emphasis upon 
exploring issues of principle, yet within the collective the flow of 
expression will favour a distinct and personay.gauentity. /Artists, 
poets, mystics and film-makers, indeed anyone with an affinity to the 
dramatics of the life experience will be attracted to this kind of 
energy. <A great deal of its creative attention will focus upon the 
observation and dissection of the present as a guide to the future, 

and will display itself with the verocity of the seeker, and an element 
of the absurd. Saggittarius has been labelled as the sign of the vis- 
ionary and its true potential lies in its ability to consider Universal 
law by way of self-expression. The Sun sits most comfortably in this 
house creating the urge for constant creativity and expression within a 
party or group atmosphere, although aspects to the Sun - most specifically 
its opposition to the Moon creates tension and difficulties by constantly 
throwing external obstacles in the way of achievement - these serve to 
test one's strength and endurance, but for the most, should not prove 
unsurmountable - especially sinee the helpful trine to the first house 
Jupiter/Mars conjunction eases the way by encouraging and aiding the 
Strength of the collective, Jupiter brings luck and enjoyment to this 
process and enables the most difficult external challenges to be, at 
their very worst, opportunities to learn from mistakes and to progress 
further in futute conflicts because of them. Aspects to the Sun serve 
to remind the collective of the necessity of scrutinising one's surr- 
oundings and security, paying attention to the related details, and 
most importantly ensuring that participation in the outside world is 
ever expanding as this can introduce some major benefits. 


Compiled for : 
ABG, NORIO. Sonanty Of 580 
196 Rvingron St, 
New YorR«a City _ 
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Recor Soa — Earth = 
bounce faner- CATURN Air 2, 


RUNG House - ZUND 
Rising PuaNer - SUN Water 2, 


CARDINAL. 3 Temmenrt - 
Fixcb + 4SUPHER 


LUTO 
MuTABLe. DS meacury 


The Venus placement in Aquarius allows for original thought and uncon- 
ventionality as well as accenting a strong futuristic stance in its 
attitudes greatly conflicting with the era within which it is occupied 
as with the Saggittarian influence this permits ideas way ahead of the 
times. 

Uranus stands apart from the other planets in this chart, and with no 
major aspects directs on to the area within the collective is least 
reconciled with its objectives. By tradition Uranian energy is revol- 
utionary, intuitive, and capable of destroying old ideologies in favour 
of the progressive and the new, it takes a non-conformist stance, but 
its position in the 4th house implies drastic and frequent threats to 
ones domestic situation, particularly it points to changes in location 
Since it is totally at odds with current social and ecomomic policy. 
The first house conjunction however indicates strong recuperative energy. 


Chiron, a relatively new consideration in the planetary zodiac has been 
added to this chart since it represents the coming of the New Age and 
all the trials and difficulties associated with such a transition. It 
holds particular relevance in this chart for it is placed close to the 
zenith and conjunct the Mid-heaven which relates to the ambition and 
aspirations of the spirit of the collective. This places emphasis upon 
the prophetic and bridging role of the individuals within the collective 
and creates a grand trine between the ist and 5th houses creating a 
harmonious abode for like-minds, paradoxically also bringing with ZK it 
many challenges, for whilst progressive and politically prophetic 

ideas can be recognised and developed, being ahead of the times will 
present its own obstacles. 

Whilst the ABC NU RIO collective is unlikely to receive much sympathy 
or encouragement from outside forces, save for its own efforts, within 
itself lies the ability to influence the external world with its 

Vision and rerspective , both individually, and as a collective vie the 


+ 


persistence of its voice should it so desire. 


BY MELANIE MILBURN. 
JUNE 1959. 


dear sweet reader, june '89 


summer in new york city. sticky, swampy & soupy in this that be 

the loisaida (lower east side). lots: of folks feel this summer 

will top the outrage and experiences in the tompkin square park 

riots - ina word: domicide. the murder of home(s). no homes, 

no peace. no home where the heart is to be. new york city where 
home-hiatus-escape is all important- slips away. a city slips 

away from its people, its character- away from families, the 

young, the elderly, homesteaders, workers, the creative ones (artists), 
students. a city slips away from people seeking a choice, a new life, 
a new experience, an education, some alternative life, a city in which 
to grow in, to bask in, a city losing its soul. losing what has made 
gotham very special, in part... h.p.d. known ironically as housing:: 
preservation & developement (pretty good, huh ?) is flattening bldgs, 
razing them (another good one). some of us want to get the hell out 

of here... especially cause of the ever-increasing heat of summer, and 
some want to stay for the good fight. a san francisco poet said most 
adroitly something about concentrating on the communication of neigh- 
bors, the many peoples that make up a community, standing together and 
not to spend so much time having the media present at demos or chasing 
them down for air time. he's right, but the future looks awful grim. 
where to from here ? where do we go, if we gotta go ? maybe we should 
leave en masse ? set up a roving environment on wheels of spirit, of 
love, of the art of communication. loisaida is under a sword of 
damocles, hanging by a slender thread. and if this sword falls, lets go 
out and build some communes, set up shop out there on the open road. 
lets do it ! theres lots of good folks in this town. many of us talk 
about goin' on the the road with musics, poetry, performance and ideas 
under arm. a caravan, a convoy, new american nomads ? lets go ! every 
one horse town, metropolis and college town lets talk, lets relate, lets 
learn. you have to ask yourself, "what is the quality of your life ?" 
the soul of this neighborhood is being trampled and abused. somethings 
dying here and its hard not to think of anything else...... 


in positive mind and spirit, 


MATTHEW COURTNEY SASHA FORTE 
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